33o	BEYOND HORIZONS
That evening an unexpected silence fell over the dabin. Then
Hollick-Kenyon's voice spoke out.
"Have you any dogs at your home?" he said.
I told him I hadn't, and he resumed his reading. I never knew
what prompted him to ask the question.
I loaded my pipe for my after-supper smoke, but fell to thinking
about some subject and let two matches burn out in my fingers
before lighting up with the third.
"You must be president of a match factory," Kenyon remarked.
"You use a good many more matches than I do," I retorted.
Nothing pleased me now. I even began to complain of Sir
Hubert Wilkins's delay, though by our prearranged schedule I was
not to expect the Wyatt Earp in the Bay of Whales before January 22
and was not to be concerned if it did not arrive until February. Yet
on January 14 I wrote in my diary:
"Will the Wyatt Earp never come for us? Wilkins said five or
six weeks to come the 3,000 miles from Dundee Island, and here
it is almost seven. One can't sleep all the time, and it's awful not
to be able to read. My glasses are in the plane along with all my
flags and souvenirs."
The truth was, I was sick. My left foot was troubling me again.
I refused to admit to myself that the trouble came from the frost-
bite. The sole had begun to crack open, causing me anguish when
I walked. I told myself the rawhide webbing of my snow-shoe had
bruised it. I had taken so many twelve-mile walks to Ver-sur-Mer
and back that I had worn the webbing loose. Red streaks up my
leg and swollen glands under my knee and in my groin should
have told me I was developing a gangrenous condition, but I
wouldn't let them tell me anything. I wouldn't even look at the
foot. I didn't want to know what was wrong with it, since I
couldn't do anything about it.
On January 14 I gave up and stayed in bed, telling Hollick-
Kenyon I was resting my foot to let it heal. By this time I was
running a temperature, and my brain was confused. For the
fifteenth this was my only diary entry: "The first penguins this
year at the Bay of Whales. One flopped on the skylight as I lay
writing. One month tO'day since we arrived herel"
At ten o'clock that night Hollick-Kenyon roused me from a sort

